so THIS is BALLET!

The next encounter was the press agent's. As he left the theatre,
a small wiry man leaped at him with poised fist It was Woizi-
kovsky, in a roaring Polish rage. He had seen Lichine's picture, full
length, on the front of the theatre. Where was his? Only a little
head, crowded among the other heads in a frame. What was the
meaning of this?

The P,A. did his best to explain that no slight was intended,
that he had been sent from Paris a very fine picture of Lichine, full
length, but none so fine of Woizikovsky. Woizikovsky gave him a
deadline: if his picture, exactly the same size as Lichine's to the
last centimeter, was not up in front of the theatre by such and
such a time, he would not dance.

Some time later, at a rehearsal, Lichine in his turn drew me
aside and began to whisper mysteriously. I was sure the secret
concerned his picture, the size of his billing, but I was wrong.

David had an invention. He had invented a flying machine.

David cannot complain that he wasn't listened to. I listened to
him, and the publicity department listened to him, and at last
we sent him up to New York University's School of Aeronautics
to see if he could get an expert opinion on the value of his inven-
tion. The hitch came when David asked the professors to finance
the building of a model. The flying machine is still, so far as I
know, only a gleam in its papa's eye.

Champagne Out of a Slipper

We opened on December 21st The program was La Concur-
rence, Les Presages and Beau Danube. I shall never forget Tou-
manova flitting about alone on the little French street of Derain's
set, or Woizikovsky's itching, wriggling shuffle as the Tramp. I
shall never forget Baronova and Lichine walking downstage to-
gether in the slow movement of the Tchaikowsky symphony. I
shall never forget the fiery high-spirited Mazurka as Massine and
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